them, did he realize the foolishness of his hopes and the
impossibility of their plans ever being realized.
She arrived on a grey and rainy day, and her disap-
pointment on emerging from the station was great. The
pavements were muddy. All round were tall houses,
busy streets, distant factory chimneys. It reminded her
of certain parts of Paris, but a Paris without its soul,
noisier and at the same time less lively. Her friend's
parents had come to meet the train, and while Alice
was excitedly demanding news of various friends and
of all that had happened during her absence, Catherine,
full of that sense of discouragement which overcomes
the stranger in unfamiliar surroundings, felt lonely,
homesick, depressed: and suddenly, thinking of Michel,
she felt horribly far from him.
But next day when she awoke the rain had stopped
and not a cloud was to be seen: it was suddenly spring.
And now an extraordinary restlessness took pos-
session of her. It was not the almost anguished melan-
choly with which her heart had ached at Saint-Loup to
see the first primroses appear. It was, on the contrary,
a sort of light-heartedness, a desire to live, an excite-
ment of all the senses, which now seemed to be truly
awakening and functioning for the first time in her life.
Each day renewed it, and renewed her surprise, and
each day added new impressions to those of the previous
day. She never tired of gazing at that wonderfully blue
sea, at the gardens fall of flowers, at a palm-tree sud-
denly glimpsed before a villa terrace, or the encircling
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